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— ^^Alas poore foule, I enuy not thy glory. 

To feed my humour wifli thy felfe no harir®, 
X>»t,(?/».NojWiien.lic^iT^t is my husband j»ow,’ 

Came to me, 1 followed Henrtes Courfe,.. 

When the blood was fcarce waflit from his hands, 
Whichilfned from ray other angell husband, 

And that dqad faint, , which then I weeping followed, 
0,when I fay,I look<t.on face, . 

This was my wifti, be thou quoth i accurtt, 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And he thy wife if any be fo bad 
As ihifcrab-le fey the death of thee, > 

As thou haft made me by>my deare Lordsdeath, 

Lo cncn^ can repeatc this curfe againe, 

Euen infoftiort a fpacc, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his honey words. 

And prou’-d the fubie<ftof mine owne foulcs curfe. 
Which euer fince hath kept mine eyes fromfleepe. 

For neuer yet one houre in his bed, 

Hauelinioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 
liut haue t>eene, waked by his timerous dreames» 

Befides he hates me for my father Warwicke, 
Andwiilfhortly he cid of me* ' ' 

Alas poorc fouie,I pity thy complaints.- ' ' - 

i)«r.(j/(7.Nomorethenfrom my foule I moUrncforydfil'^., 
^^.FarewqlUhouwocfuIlwelcomer of glory.' 
Dfit.Glo. Adue poojjefoule thou tal^ft-thyieaue of it, 
I) .Yer/3toxhovitoRichfm»d^, good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to /?<<'W^,and good Afigels guard' thee. 

Go thou tQ^faniftuary, good thoughts poffefTe thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me, 

Ey ghty old* .ycares of fcfff ovv haue I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrackt witha weeke of teene* 
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^^?thy^fftftanceisKm 

Jl liarwewearethefe honours for a day ? 

r£l they laft and we rcioyce xn them ? 

^iltill hue they, and foreuer may they laft. 

Ki O now 1 P}f y * 

True noble Prince.' 

O bitter confequ^ce,- r% 

That hward ftill ffeould hue true noble Pnncf,-. 

Coufin thou wert not wont to be fo dull. 

Shall I be plaine I * 

And I would haue tt ' 

What faieft thou ? fpeake fuddeidy , bebriete, 

5«cYour grace may doe your -p fiAcieth 

Kir,^, Tut 5 tut,thpu art aUyee, thy k^dnefle treciCfi 
Say, haue T thy confeni that they ftiall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath uiy Lord, 

Before I pofitiucly fpeake herein : 

1 will refolue your grace nnedwtly. ^ . 

Cat. The King is angry fee he bites^s lip.- ; 

will conuorfe with iron witty tooics, -. ' 

And vnrcfpe£fiue Bojes yuont are for me 
Thatlookc into me with confidetate eyes: . 

Toj. High .reaching growes circumlpCut 

^fng. Knowft thoundtany whom corrupting Gold 

Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

^ B4>r. My Lord., I know a difcontentdd Gentleman, 

Whofe humble meanesmaicht not his haughty imna. 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him toany thing. 

What is his name ? 

Boj. His name my Lord , is Terrtu 



